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% The Reader is defired to obſerve, that the Paſſages omitted in 
the Repreſentation at the Theatres are here preſerved, and marked 
with inverted Commas ; as in Line 33 to 35 in Page 10. 


| 4rd n-ne could be unhappy 


PR O L O G U E. 
ONG bas the kings and been 

L The cm 1 ite —— 

Hs if mi made the throne her ſeat, 

but the great. 

Dearly, *tis true, each crown he wears, 


And many are the migitty menarch's cares : 
By foreign fie: ard h:me-bred fattions preft, 


Few are the j t be knows, and ſhort hes bears of ref. 
Stories like theſe with „ 


But far remete, and in a higher ſphere 
Wi ner cam pity what woe wor cams f 
Like diſtant batiles of the Pole a:d . 


Which fragal cit.zens o er © ffie read, 


Carelgſi for cubo Soul fail . who ſic ed. 
Therefore an humble theme our a. thr chaſẽ, 


_ A melancholy tale of private woes : 


No p, ances here Ii royalty be noan, 

But you ſhall meet wwith ſorrows Ide your cn : 
Here ſer imperioaus lone his wvaſſal: treat 
As hardy as ambition does the g cat: 


Herw fierce the youth with joy and rapture burns, 
Aud ber to death fir beauty loft, he mourns. 
Let no nice tafte the poets art rage, 

If jome frail wicious characters he EA 
Bain AAS i» aber loom, g 


| —— 2 — | | g 


M. ud: with lights, and not paint all things fair, 
But fhew you men and women as they are. 

With deference to the fair he lad me ay, 

Few to perfeftion ever found the away ; 

Many in many parts are known , excel, 


Bat 'twere tus hard for one to act all well; 


The maid, the wife, the miſtreſs, and the friend: 
This age, tis true, has one great inſtance cen, 
6— - ada 


Dramatis 


vous ut 44 au u oh fo ud aun I urg prv nend 1,0110Þ8 A N A 0 8 
lolo e nag 


*NOLYOW e | *213TITH e — — — eyneo e eu von] 

*UTVEHONT SAN AAA ag s — oe 01 a/ams prev zuowrnty 9; A uur 

*C204MVLy 84] *$KOUULg 6, = — 041015S 07 4919 Tnvp elle 
N IM O M 

*STAV(T ANN it tf —£ = _ an _ nn ourjoy 

SIT IN N {. "aj — 2 01 Carous uy 9, Janol v 01424107 

 *NIHLY INN A186 g AN — — Puh, Oo 


. . | * erat mM * ” — 
'G1T14LIHA, ANN OTA N ly i pur — um — 1. 7 Tarn „June 


_— 
up us au Ang 1y 


N AM 
g f2uojiag e 


— : — 


* 


8 2 1. &Y L.; WWLWELW 4. S GEE EET PETTY THRONE LL Aa GLAS 


| And made their court to fafbens by his rela. 


THE 


FAIR PENITENT. 


ACT L SCENE L 
A garden belonging to Sciolto's Palace. 


Altamont. * 4 this auſpicious day be ever facred 
on it: 

Let it be mark's for tumphs and rejoicing 

Let happy lovers ever make it holy, 

Chuſe it to bleſs their hopes, and crown their wiſhes, 


"This happy day that gives me my Celia 


Heratie, Yes, Altamont; to-day thy better ſtars 
Are join'd to ſhed their kindeſt influence on thee 3 
Scielto's noble hand that cis d thee firſt, 

Half dead and drooping o'er thy father's grave, 
Compleats its bounty, and reſtores thy name 
To that high rank and luſtre which it boaſted, 
Before ungrateſul Genre had forgot | 
The merit Fol thy god-like father's arms ; 
Before that country, which be long had ſerv'd 


In watchful counſels and in winter 
Had caſt off hs white age to want 2 — 


Alt. Oh, great Sciadte? Oh, my more than father! 

Ferrer 
y eager heart ſprings up, and leaps with joy. 
When I forger the val, valt debt I owe thee, _ 
A 3 Forget! 


He call'd us his, and with a parent's fondneſs 
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6 
Forget! (but tis impoſſible) then let me 
r 

Be driven from the commerce of mankind, 

To wander in the deſart among brutes, 

Fo bear the various fury of the ſeaſons, . 
The night's unwholeſome dew and noon-day's heat, 


To be ſcorn of earth, and curſe of heav'n ! 


Hor. open, ſo unbounded was his 
It reach'd ev'n me, becauſe I was thy friend. 
When that great man I lov'd, thy noble father, 
Bequeath d thy gentle ſiſter to my arms, 

His laſt dear pledge and legacy of friendſhip ; 
That 11 Scioita's fon ; 


— * us in his wealth, bleſs'd us with 
all our cares, and ſweeten'd love itfelf. 
Ait. By heaven, he found my fortunes ſo abandon'd 
T hat 4. 6 but a miracle could raiſe em: 
My father's „and the ſtates ingratitude, 
Bad ſtripp'd him " 4g nor left him e en a grave; 
Undone myſelf and finking with his ruin, 
] had no wealth to bring, nothing — 


But fruitleſs te ars. 
Hur. Yet what than could thou didſt- 
And didſt it like a fon ; when his hard ereditors, 


Uryg'd and affitted by Lotharis's father, 

(Foe to thy houſe, and rival of their greatnef) 
By ſentence of the cruel law forbid * ** 
6 fon reſt in earth, 

Thou gav'ſ thyſglf a ranſom for his bones; 

With piety uncommon, didft give up 

Thy hopetul youth to ſlaves who ne'er knew mercy, 
Sour, unrelenting, money-loving villains, 

Who at human nature and forgiveneſs, 

And are like fiends the factors of deitruftion.” 

Heav'n, who beheld the pious act, approv'd it, 


And bade Scielto's bounty be its proxy, 


To bleſs thy filial virtue with abundance. 
Alt. But — 122 the author of my happineſs, 
The man who fav'd my life from deadly ſorrow, 


Who 


s H 


„ —o- WRT. 


And ſu ears thou com'ſt not with a 


Bleſt as I am, and honour'd in your friendſhip, 
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Who bids my days be bleſt with peace and plenty, 
And fGatisfes my foul with love and beanty- 
Enter Sciolto ; he runs to Altamont and embraces him. 
Sci. Joy to thee, Altamont joy to myſelf! 
Joy to this happy morn, that makes thee mine, 
That kindly grants what nature had deny'd me, 
And makes me father of a fun like thee. 
Au. My father! Oh let me unlade my breaſt, 
Pour out the fulneſs of my ſoul before you ; 
Shew ev'ry tender, ev'ry grateful thought, 
This wond'rous goodaefs itirs. * But tis 1 
* And utterance all is vile ; fince I can only 
* Swear you reign here, but never tell how much.” 
Sci. It is enough; I know thee, thou art honeſt ; 
Goodnels innate, and worth 1 
Are in thy mind; thy noble father's virtues 
Spring freſkly forth, and bloſſom in thy youth. 
Al. Thus heav'n from nothing rais d his fair creation, 


And then with wondrous joy beheld its beauty, 
Well pleas'd to ſee the excellence he gave. 


Sci. O noble youth; I ſwear fince firſt I knew thee, 
Ev'n from that day of ſorrow when I ſaw thee, | 
Adorn d and lovely in thy filial tears, 

The mourner and redeemer of thy father, 
I ſet thee down and feal'd thee for my own: 
Thou art my fon, ev'n near me as Caliſa. | 
Horatio and Latinia too are mine; — 
All are my children, and ſhall ſhare my 
But where fore waſte we thus this happy day ? 
The laughing minutes ſummon thee to joy, 
And with new pleaſure courts thee as they paſs; 
Thy waiting bride ev'n chides thee for delaying, 
's haſte. 

Alt. Oh! cou'd I hope there was one thought of 

Altamont, | | 
One kind remembrance in Califa's breaſt, 
The winds, with all their wings, would be too flow 
To bear me to her feet. For ob! my father, 
Amidit the ſtream of joy that bears me on, 


A4:- There 


$ THE FAIR PENITENT. 


iS 


A riſing ſtorm of paſſion ſhook ker breaſt, 
Her eyes a piteous fou r of tears let fall, 
And then ſhe figh'd as if her heart was 
With all che tend'reſt eloquence of love 

I begg'd to be a ſharer in her grief: 


But ſhe with looks averſe, and eyes that froze me, 


Sadly reply'd, her ſorrows were her own, 
Nor in a father's power to di 

Sci. Away! it is the 
One of the common arts 


practiſe 
To ſigh and EET A kigh 


With expectation of the coming joy. 
Thou haſt in camps and fi 
Urknowing in the ſubtelties of women; 


The dds Ge Gans with Bandy frm, 


To fee the end of all her wiſhes near, 
When bluching from the light and public eyes, 
'To the kind covert of the ni ht ſhe 33 


Wich equal fires to meet the 
Melts in his arms, and with a — 
Enter Lothario and Noſſano. 


Loth. The father and the huſband! 
Rof. Let them paſs. 
They ſaw us not. | 

4275 ] care not if they did, 

Ere long! mean to meet em face to face, 
And gall em with my triumph o'er Califfa. 

Rf You lov'd her once. 

Loh, | lik'd her, wou'd have marry d her, 
enn oe 
To make this honourable fool her huſband : 
For which, if I forget him, may the ſhame 
1 mean to brand his name with flick on mine. 


helds been bred, 


(Exe. 


Bi 


—_— 
"es = 1 
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a Rofſ. She, gentle foul, was kinder than her father. 
h Lorh. She was, and oft in private gave me hearing, 
Till by long lilt'ning to the ſoothing tale, 
At length her eaſy heart was wholly mine. 
| Re. 1 — you oft deſcribe her, haughty, 
inſolent, 
| And fierce with high diſdain ; it moves my wonder, 
That virtue thus defended, ſhould be yielded 
A prey to looſe deſires. 
Loth, Hear then, I'll tell thee. 
Once in a lone and ſecret hour of night, 
: When ev'ry eye was clos'd, and the pale moon 
{ And ftars alone ſhone conſcious of the theft, 
; Hot with the Tſcan grape, and high in blood, 
'ly | flole unheeded to her chamber. 


* * - 


Naß. That minute fure was lucky. 
Leth. Oh! "was great! 
IF I found the fond, believing, love-fick maid, 


The yielding fair one gave me happinets. 
Ev'n all the live-long night we paſs'd in bliſs, 
' In ec..acies too fierce to laſt for ever; 
At length the morn, and cold indifference came; 
| When fully ſated with the luſcious banquet, 
I haiiily took leave, and left the nv 

To think on what was paſt, and figh alone. 

Ref. You faw her in? 


Lech. Too ſoon I ſaw her: 

| For oh! that meeting was not like the former ; 
I found my heart no more beat high with tranſport, 

No more I figh'd, and languiſh'd for enjoyment; . 

. Twas pai, and reaſon took her turn to reign, 


Wie 
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While ev'ry weakneſs fell before her throne. 
Rof. What of the lady? 
Lets Wich uneaſy — 


She hung upon me, _ td 6g, and Gore . 
—— talk d of a pri 
Of flying vich me from her fathers ers 
Call'd ev'ry faint and bleſſed angel down, 
To witneſs for her that ſhe was my _ 
I ftarted at that name. 

Raf. What anfwer made 


you ? 
Laib. None; but pretending ſudden pain and illneſs, 


Eſcap'd the perſecution : two nights ſince, 
= meſiage urg'd and frequent importunity, 
Again I faw = Straight with tears and fighs, 


With fwelling breaſts, with ſwooning and diſtraction, 


With all the ſubtelties and powerfol arts 
Of wilſul woman lab ri 
Again ſhe told the fame 
Unmov'd, 1 beg g'd _ 


ogy mp oye wk 
That I would ſtill retain her in my heart, 
My ever gentle miſtreſs and my friend; 
But for thoſe other names of wife and huſband, 
only meant ill-nature, cares, and quarrels. 
RS. How bore ſhe this reply? 
I oth. Ev'n as the earth, 
| When (winds pent up, or heating fires beneath 
Shaking the ma) ſhe labours with deſtruction. 
At frit rage was dumb, and wanted words; 


But when the ſtorm found way, twas wild and loud, 


Mad as the prieſteſs of the Delpbic God. 
Enthufiatic pation ſwell'd her breaſt, 

Enlarg d her voice, and ruffied all her form; 
Proud, and diſdainful of the love I proffer'd, 

She cali'd me villain! monſter ! baſe berrayer ! 
At laſt, in very bitterneſs of foul, 

Wi h deadly imprecatious on herſelf, 

She vow'd ſeverely ne'er to ſee me more; 


8 


fs Then 


| 
| 


r 


| 
| 


With fighs as loud, and tears that 
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Then bid me fly that minute: I obey'd, 
And, bowing, left her to grow cool at leiſure. 
Rofſ. She has relented fince, elſe why this meſſage, 
To meet the keeper of her ſecrets here 
— 2 
you nam'd ! 
| Enter Lucilla. 
Well, my ambaſſadreſs, what muſt we treat of ? 
4 3p IL meſſage ? 
Or does the peaceful olive grace your | 
Is your 2 does ſhe ſoſten? 
And muſt we love again? perhaps ſhe means 
To treat in juncture with her new ally, 
And make her huſband party to th' agreement. 
Lac. Is this well done, my lord ? have you put 
All ſenſe of human nature? keep a litth 
A little pity to diſtinguiſh manhood, 
Leſt other men, tho” cruel, ſhould diſclaim you, 
And j you to be number'd with the brutes. 
Loh. | ſee thou'ſ learut to rail. 


Lac. Pve learnt to weep: 
Thi t leſſon my fad mileek ofien gives me : 
By day ſhe ſceks ſome melancholy ſhade, 
o hide her ſorrows from the prying world; 
At night ſhe watches all the long, long hours, 
And liſtens to the winds and beating rain, 
Il as faſt. 
Then ever and anon ſhe wrings her hands, 
And cries, Fal'e, falſe Lothario / 
| 2 Oh, 3 more l 3 
wear thou'lt ſpoil thy pretty with crying, 
And thou haſt beauty that may make thy | ++. 
Some keeping cardinal ſhall doat upon tb ee, 
And barter his church treaſure for thy freſhneſs. 
Luc. What, ſha'l I fell my innocence aud youth, 
For wealth or titles to perfidious man ? 
To man! who makes his mirth of our undoing ! 
The baſe, profeit betrayer of our ſex! 
rer 
Rather know the ſorrows of Calſãſa ! 


Laub. 
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Lith. Docs ſhe ſend thee to chide in her behalf? 
I ſu car thou doſt it with fo good a grace, 
That I could almoſt love thee for thy frowning. 
Luc. Rad there, my Lord, there, in her own fad 


lines, [ Giving @ letter. 
Which beſt can tell the ſtory of her woes, 


That grief of heart which your ankindnef gives ber. 
[ Lothario reads. ] 7 


Your cruelty —obedience to my father gave my hand 
to Altamont. 
By beav'n! *tis weil! ſuch ever be the gifts 
With which I greetthe man whom my ſoul hates. [ 4/2. 


But go on! 


—— Wi — Hear, —— Honour — too faithleſi 
——b t — to-morrow — loft Trouble 
I Caliſta. 
Women [ ſee can change as well as men; 
She writes me here, forſaken as | am, 
That I ſhould bind my brows with mournful willow, 
For ſhe has given her hand to Altamont ; 
Yet teil the fair inconflant——— 

Lac. How, my lord? 

Loth. Nay, no more angry words : ſay to Ca/i/a, 
The humbleſt of her ſlaves ſhall wait her pleaſure ; 
If, ſhe can leave her happy huſband's arms, | 
To think upon ſo loſt a thing as I am. 

Lac. Alas ! ! for pity come with gentler looks : 
Wound not her heart with this unmanly triumph: 

Ard tho” you lore her not yet ſwear you do, 
So ſtall diſſembling once be virtuous in yeu. 

Lore. Ha! who comes here? 

Luc. The bridegroom's friend, Horatio. 
He muſt not fee us here: tomorrow evrly 
Be at the garden gate. 

Leth. Bear to my love 
My kindeil — & and ſwear I will not fail hey. 

[ Lothario putting up the letter haſtily, arepi 


it as be 


Enter 


laat, Lothario and, Roffano one way, 


— 
RET 


. 


The loſt indeed! for thou art 
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Enter Horatio. 
Hor. Sure tis the very error of my eyes; 
Waking I dream, or I beheld Lothar; 


He ſeem'd conferring with Califa's woman: 


At my approach they ſtarted, and retir d. 
What buſineſs could he have here, and with her; 
I knew he bears the noble Alramone 


paper's this? 


Ha! To Laothario — sdeath 
Confuſion and Misfortunes ! 


your eruel'y has at length determined me, and I have 

reſalu d this morning ta yield a perfuct obedience to 
my fathar, and give my hand to Altamont, i» ſpite of 
my weakneſs for the falſe Lothario. I cad almoſt wiſh 
1 had that heart and that honour to beftow with it, 
which you have rob d me . | 


Damnation! to the reſ [ Reads. 


But oh! I fear could I retrieve em, I ſhould again be - 
done by the loo faithl:/5, yet too lovely Lothario. This is 
the laſt weakneſs of my pen, and to-morrow ſhall be the 


laſt in which I will induige my gen. Lucilla all con- 


duct you, if you are hind enough to let me fee you; it , 
be the laſt trcuble you ſhall meet with from _ 


The hft Caliſta. 


as far 
As there can be percition Fire and ſulphur! 
Hell is the ſole avenger of ſuch crimes. | 
Oh, that the ruin were but all thy own ! ; 
Thou wilt ev'n make thy father curſe his age: 
At fight of this black „the gentle Altamont 
(For oh! I know his heart is ſet upon thee) 
Shall droop, and hang his diſcontented 

Like merit ſcorn'd by inſolent authority, a 


And 
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. 
Pe: . _ 


6 Wich idle blandihments, and plays the fond one, 
* Ev'a then her hot imagination wanders, 
* Contriving riot, aud looſe of love; 


„And while the claſps thee cloſe, makes thee a monſter.” | 


What if | give this paper to her father? 
rn 

And breaks his heart with forrow ; hard return 
For all the good his hand has heap'd on us! 
Hold, let me take a moment's thought 


Emer Lavinia. 
Law. My lord! 
Truſt me, it joys my heart that I have found you. 
Enquiring wherefore you had left the company, 
Before my brother's nuptial rites were ended, 
They told me you had felt ſome ſudden illneſs ; 
Where are you fick? is it your head? your heart? 
Tell me, r 
That I may ee. 
ue dhan fue" ſoften all your pain. 

Hor. It were unjuſt: No, let me ſpare my fri-nd, 
Lock up the fatal ſecret in my breaſt, 
Nor tell him that which will undo his quiet. 

Lav. What means my lord? 

Her. Ha! faidft thou, my Lavinia? 

Lav. Alas! you know not u hat you make me ſuffer. 
Why te you pate? why thi you that and womdle ? 
Whence is that figh? and wherefore are your eyes 
Severely rais'd to heav'n? the fick man thus, 
Acknowledging the ſummons of hs fate, 
Lifts up his feeble hands and eyes for mercy, 
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Sharpeſt convulſions, ſpotted peſtilence, 

Or any other deadly foe to life, 

Rather than heave beneath this load of thought ! 
Lav. Alas! what is ie? * wherefore turn you 
Why did you falfly call me your Levinie, 

me — 

And hand © was Horatio s ow half, 

Since now you mourn unkindly by your'elf, 


And rob me of my partnerſhip of fadne's? 


« Witneſs, ye holy powr's who know my truth, 
6 Fes cunt b% Ciubnnie bs Ht abeadle, 
Nothing ſo very hard but I could bear it, 
Much rather than my love ſhould treat me coldly, 
And uſe me like a ſtranger to his heart 

Hor. Seek not to know what l would hide from all, 
But moſt from thee. I never knew a pleaſure, 
Ought that was joyful, fortunate, or good, 
But ſtraight I ran to bleſs thee with the tidings, 
And lad up all my happineſs with thee: 
But wherefore, wherefore ſhould I give thee pain? 
The" ſpare me, I conjure thee; aſk no further; 
Allow my me:ancholy thoughts this privilege, 
And let em brood in ſecret o' er their ſorrows. 
Lav. It is enough; chide not, and all is well! 
Forgive me if ] ſaw you fad, Horatio, 
And aſſc'd to weep out part of your misfortunes : 
I] wo'nor preſs to xnow what you forbid me. 
Yet, my lov'd lord, yet you malt grant me this, 


Forget your cares for this one happy day, 


Se 

2 e 

v'n now the } bridegroom waits your wiſhes, 

He thinks the prieſt has but half dos kb maine, 

Till his friend hails him with the ſound of joy. 
Her. Oh never! never! never! thou art innocent: 

Simplicity from ill, pure native truth, 

candor of the mind adorn thee ever ; 

But there are ſuch, ſuch falſe ones in the world, 

Twoula fill thy gemile foul with wild amazement 

To hear their ſtory told EF 

Lav. Falſe ones, my lord! 


Her. 
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Fir. Fatally fair they are, and 
8, little loves, and young defires inhabit ; 
alt that gaze upon em are undoue ; 

they are falſe, luxurious in their appetites, 


n they hope for is variety : 


in their ſmiles 


And all the heav'n 
One lover to another ſtill facceeds, 

Another, and another after that, 

And the laft foo! is welcome as the former ; 
"Till having lov'd his hour out, he gives place 
Ard mingles with the herd that went before him. 


Lav. r e 


they in all the ſeries of their 
— 1 If women ave ſuch _—_ 
How was | form'd fo different from my ſex? 
ſatisfy d with you z 

You take up all the room, as in a cottage 

Which harbours — benighted princely ſtranger, 
» proud of his hoſpuality, 
ag to hs gueſt, 


My little heart is 


Where the 
Yields all W homely dwellin 
And hardly keeps a corner to 


Her. Oh, were they all like thee, men would 


adore em, 
And all the bes zen of their lives be loving ; 
The nup ſhould be the of pence, 
And all domeſtic cares and — 
The world ſhou'd learn to love 
And marriage be no more the jeſt of fools. 


by virtuous rules, 


[ Exeunt. 


r 


rn enn 


A Hall. 


Zater Caliſta and Lucilla. 


E dumb for ever, filent as the grave, 
Nor 1:t thy fond officious love diſlurb 
n ſadneſs with te fad ef | joy. 


Caliſta. 
My folem 
If thou wilt ſooth me tell ſome diſmal tale 


. 4 


Of 
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But all are m 
And my 8 mind is loſt tor ever. 

Luc. Why do you follow ſtill that wand'ring fire, 
That has miſled your wary ſteps, and leaves you 
Benighted in a wilderneſs of woe ? 

That falſe Lot baris / turn from the deceiver ; 
Turn, and behold where gentle amt, 
Kind as the ſofteſt virgin of our ſex, 

And faithful as the faithful village-ſwain, 
That never knew — courtly vice 3 
Sighs at your feet, wooes you to be happy. 
Cal. ii My tad foul 
Has form'd a diſmal melancholy ſcene, 

Such a retreat as I wou'd wiſh to find; 

An unfrequented vale, o'ergrown with trees 
Mofly and old, within whole loneſome ſhade 
Ravens, and birds ul-omen'd, only dwell : 

No ſound to break the filence but a brook 


And bleſſes her good. ſtars that ihe is virtuous, 
To be a tale for fools! ſcorn'd by the women, 


* 
By all the good I wilb, by all the illi 1 
* 
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My trembling h-art forcBodes, let me jntreat you, 
Never to fee thi: faithleſs man again; 


Perhaps it is the erihs of my fate, 
And this one interview ſhall end my cares. 
My lab'ring heart that ſwells with indignation, 


Let my bloom wither, and my form decay, | 
© That none may think jt worth his while to ruin me, 
* And fatal love may never be my bane.” 
© Cal.” Ab! Ahamont? Calift;, now be wary, 
And guard thy foul's acceſſes with difſembling ; 
Nor let this hoftile huſband's eyes explore 
The warring paſſions, and tumultuous thoughts, 
That rage within thee, and deform thy reaton. 4 
ner 


„ 


L 1. and 


- Oh! wherefore did I play th' unthrifty 


This thy great 


4 
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Enter Altamont. 
Ale. „ my cares, I give you to the winds, 
Far to be „ far from the Altamant ; 
For from this ſacre d zra of my love, 
© A better order of i 


Comes ſmiling forwards, white and lucky all.” 


Caliſta i: the miſtreſs of the year ; 

She crowns the ſeuſon with auſpicious beauty, 

And bids &en all my hours be good and joyful. 
Cal. If I were ever miltrefs of ſuch 


And waſting all on others, leave myſelf 

Without one thought of joy See | 
Ale. Oh, mi love! ſhall that fair face profane 

val with frowns and ſadneſs! 

I ſwear it ſha'not be, for | will woce thee 

With fighs ſo moving, with ſo warm a tranſport, 

That thou ſhalt catch the gentle flame from me, 

And kindle into joy. 


E 


ſuited to each other; join d, not match d; 
ſullen influence, a foe to both, 


4 


k 


E 
l 8.2 
88 + 


= 
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y took 
If to behold 


The 


* Inwain call; for foe, like 
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Cal. "Tis the day t 
In which my father gave my hand to Mrament ; 
As ſuch I will remember it for ever. 
8. Loc mind hc, bo bes keep ns yank 
. | 0 On, let w n0 2 
But fill up ev'ry 4 of the day. 
Tis yours, my children, ſacred to your loves; 
2 glorious ſun himſelf for you looks gay; 
He ſhines for Aamant and for Califa. 
rn 
prig ing, and ſoſtly - breathing flute, 
Tin harmony ev'ry gentle paſſion, 
Teach the cold maid to looſe her fears in love, 
And the fierce youth to languiſſi at her feet. 
Begin: ev'n age itſelf is chear'd with muſick : 
It wakes a glad remembrance of our youth, 
Calls back paſt joys, and warms us into tranſport. 
[ Here an entertainment of mfc, and dancing. 


8 O N G. 
* By Mr. Cox nE vn. 


I. 
c Jab turn! ab, whither would 
4.2 charming, to0 relentleſs maid ? mo 
© ] follows not to conguer, but to dic; 
* You of the fearful wo, ratd. 


Jletting aiv, 
* When prift by ſome tempeſiucus wind, 
* Nor caſts ene pitying look lebind. 


Sci. Take care my gates be open, bid all welcome; 
All who rcjoice with me to day are friends; | 
Let cach indulge his genivs, each be glad, 

locund and free, and (well the feaſt with mirth; 

Tue ſprighily bowl ſhall chearfully go raund, 

None ſhall be grave, nor too ſeverely wiſe; 

Loſſes and diſappointments, cares aud poverty, 


: r & - e 


nnr 


. . 


Methought ev'n now I mark'd the ſtarts of 
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The rich man's inſolence, and great man's ſcorn, 


In wine ſhall be fergorten all. To- mo row I 


Will be too ſoon to think, and to be wretehed. 


O! grant, ers, that ! ſee theſe happy. 
* [Printing to Alt. ans Califta. 
Completely bleſt, and I have life enough; 
And leave the reſt indifferently to fate. 
Manet Horatio. 
Her. What if, N 

1 went forth t Lothario ? 
This lence may be forn'd; perha „ nen 


3» ? 


Of his vain youth, to ftain a lady's fame; 


Perhaps his malice to diſturb my friend. 
Oh no! my heart forbodes pF te true. 


That ſhook her fou! ; though damn'd diſſimulation 
Skreen'd her dark thoughts, and ſet to public view ' 
A ſpecious face of ianocence and beauty. 

O, falſe appearance! what is all our ſovereignty, 
© Our boattgd pow'r ? when ns Fond oppoſ their arty, 


* Still they prevail, and we are their fools.” 
Wich ſuch d nad heats, and 1 word, 
The firſt fair ſhe beguil d her 

Too blind with love and . 


He fe!l unthinking in the ſnare; 
Nor could believe that fuch a heav 'uly fore 


Had bargain'l with the devil to damn her wretched 


[Exit. 
S C EW 1K II. 
» The Street near Sciolto's Palace. 
Enter Lothario and Roffano. 
Lach tell thee then the purport of hes ; 
7 F 


1 

A moment of diſquiet, were it not 

My inſtrument of vengeance on this 4lramont ; 

Therefore I mean to wait ſome opportunity 
„ „— 


Ref. 
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Ref. | wiſh you, Sir, to think upon the danger 
Of „ing ſeen ; to-day their friends are round em; 
And any eye that lights by chance on you, 
W— een * of 

| Fater Horatio. 


Her. Still I muſt doubt ſome myſtery of miſchief, 
Some artifice beneath. Lotbario's fa her! 


The wife of Alamo, ſhould be as public 


Theſe are the mean, diſhoneſt arts of cowards, 


THE FAIR PENITENT. 23 


In baſe, diſhoneſt privacy, conſ. hing 
And bribing a poor ry wietc 

To fell her lady's ſecrets, ſtain her honour, ' 
And with a forg'd contrivance blaſt her virtue? 


At fight of me thou fled it ! 


Loth. Ha ' fled from thee ? ? 
Hor. Thou fled'ſt, and guilt was on thee like a thief, 

A pilferer deſcry d in ſome dark corner, 

Who there had lodg'd with miſchievous intent 

To rob and ravage at the hour of reſt, 

And do a midnight murder on the ſleepers. 
Loth. Slave! villain ! 5 

[ Offers to draw, Roſſano Baldi bim. 

Neff. Hold, my lord! think where ycu are, 

Think how unlafe and II to your honour 

It were to a quarrel in this place, 

Aod hack the provefel city with a broil. 
Loth. Then, fince thou doſt provoke my vengeance, 

I would not for this city's wealth, for all 

W hich the fea wafts to our Zigurias ſhore, 

But that the joys I reap'd with that fond wanton, 


As the noon-day fun, air, earth, or water, 

Or any cotgmon benefit of nature. 

Think k thou I meant ihe ſhame ſhould be conceal'd? 

Oh no! by hel! and vengeance, all I wanted 

Was fome fit meſſenger to bear the news 

To the dull doating hufbaud : now I have found him, 

And thou art he. | 5 
Har. I hold thee baſe 

To break through law, and ipurn at ſacred order, 

And do a brutal n. 

Yet mark me well, ycurg lord; I think 

Too nice, too noble, 8 too great of ſoul, 

To be a prey of ſuch a thing as thou art. 

"T was baſe and poor, unworthy of a man, 

To forge a ſcroll fo villaĩnous a. d looſe, 

And mark it with a noble lady's name: 


* 
* 
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to manhhood, and to glorious dangers ; | 


Whe, bred at hoaic in idlenefs and riot, 
Ranſack for miſtreſſes th* un who ſome ftews, 
And never know the worth of virtuous love. 
Lab. Think'f thou I forg'd the letter? Think fo ſtill, 
Till the broad rn 
And boys ſhall hoot the cuckold as he 


11 


2 bs 1 n 
tales which you recount of love.” 
Is N Tr iis, © 

I could produce" fuch damning proo 

You blaſt the fair with lies becauſe they ſcorn you, 

Hate you like age, like uglineſs «nd impotence : 
you bleſt, — * -r qa 

And ſtop the of mankiad. 

Loth. I is the cute of fools to be fecure, 

be thine and Ahemexr's. Dream on: 

upon my vengeance till thou feePit it. 

old, Sir: another word and then farewell. 


. 
re r 


Of dice, of whores, of horſes, nd - 
"Tis fafer, and becomes . 
Lerb. What F 
And, in defiance of the ſtern Horatio, 
Indulge 


age 
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i 


75 
Th 
LEE 


arm'd to bar my way; 


Z 
55 
F 
: 

: 


] 


a7 
8 


4 


Her, Wh: 
But henceforth, boy 
If in the bounds of yon forbidden 
Again thou'rt found, expect a puni 
dd] impatient of an injury, 
8 
And 


. 
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You ſhall have juſtice done you on Horatio. 


Put lord. 
Weſt of the town a mile, — Yards 4a 


ACT Wm SeCnrYt t- 
SCENE, az Apartment in Sciolto's Palace. 
$a. OW by wy life, my honour, tis too much; 
Have I not mark d thee, wayward as thou art, 

Perverſe and ſullen all this day of joy? 


When ev'ry heart was chear'd, and mirth went round, 
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Hor. Here kneel, and in the awful face of heav'n 
Breath out a ſolemn vow, never to ſee, 


Nor think, if „on him that ruin'd thee ; 
Or by my Altamont”s dear life, I fwear, 1 
This paper! Nay, you muſt not fly !—This paper. 


This guilty paper ſhall ge your ſhame —— 
Cal. What mean'ſt thou by that paper? What 


trivance b 
Haſt thou been forging to deceive my father, 
To turn his heart agaiaſt his wretched daughter, 
That Mtamont and thou may ſhare his wealth? 
A wrong like this will make me een forget 


The weakneſs of my fex. — Oh, for a ſword, 


To 


22 ce on the villain's hand 
'd the ! 
Her. Behold, can this be forg'd ? 
See where Califla's name [ Sherwwing the letter near. 
Cal. To atoms thus, | [Tearing it. 
Thus let me tear the vile deteſted falſhood, 
The wicked lying evidence of ſhame. 
Har. Confuſion ! 
Cal. Henceforth, thou officious fool, 


Meddle no more, nor da- e &en on thy life 


To breathe an accent that may tou h my virtues 
I am myſelf the guardian of my honour, 
And wilt not bear fo infolent a monitor. 
17 Enter Altamont. 

Alt. Where is my life, my love, my charming bride, 
Joy of my heart, and pleaſure of my eyes, 
The wiſh, and care, and buſineſs of my youth? 
Oh! let me find her, ſnatch her to my breaſt, 
* And tell her ſhe delays my bliſs too long, 
Till my foft foul ev'n ſickens with defire,” 
Diforder'd !—and in tears !—Horatio too! 
My friend is in amaze! —— What can it mean? 
Tell me Caliſa, who has done thee wrong, 
That my ſwift fword may find out the offender, 
And do thee ample juſtice. | 

Cal. Turn to hi 
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Her. Canſt thou fo foon forget what I've been to thee ? 
I ſhar'd the taſk of nature with thy father, 
And form d with care thy inexpentenc'd youth 
. 1 
Thy noble father, light young man 
Wl te han 08 ee hen One fortune fed us; 
For his was ever mine, mine his, and both 
Together flouriſh'd, and fell. 
He calld me friend, like thee : wou'd he have left me 
Thus? for a woman ! 2 vile one too? 

_ Me. Thou can'ſ not, dar ſt not mean it; ſpeak again, 
Say, who is vile? but dare not name Ca/fa. 


pry thee looſe me yet, for thy own fake, 
If life be worth the keeping — 

Ale. Perdition take thee, villain, for the falſhood ! 
+ 


3s 
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Hor. A blow! Thou haſt us'd me well 


Ale. 


his father's in his face, 


. 


—By Heav'n, 


Har. Yet hold 


derneſs 


And I could 


: 
7 
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5 
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than hurt him. 


E 
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myſelf 


Alt 
ſwear the 
Hor 


much wrong'd love, 
ſhall not fave thee. 


poor 
hold 


' thou know'ſt I dare !—Think how 


— 


is it 


my Horatio / 
fwords 
your 


Oh ! turn 


blood, 


upon Lavinia. 
=o yoo aff ow 
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ITF 


. baſe 
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victim of 


xched corple, the 
Hor. Alti thou what made us 
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© That ſtrĩves with man's untoward monſl 1 
dd Unwearied with forgiving, ſcarce — La 
He who was all 10 me, <bild! brother ! friend ! 
12128 bloody malice, ſought my life. 
ol Thou art my fifter, and I would not make thee 
lonely mourner of a widow'd bed, 
Same i huſband's life is fafe ; but warn him 
o more to this hoſpitable roof. 


to trulf my heart with | * 

Then own the joy*, which doi hip charms _ 

Have more than paid me for my faithlefs friend. þ 

ad thee, my Lavinia, from the earth | 

833222 „ this tide of flowing grief, mY 

3 wond'yous waſte of tears, too much to give | 

A 

| ca ing? ratio 

A beaker and a haflgad woe my wes 6 ' 

This was all the little wealth that poor Leine 

292 reck of her s fortunes. 

ne half is loſt already; if thou lea we, = 
If | 
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wretc ? 


het wm te toy 


wound me with thy foft com- 


hy doſt thou 
Tho — ST and uſe me hardly, 
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of 


72> 


ir, and 


11 


Vs 3 


1 
8228 


1743 


151 


1141 
121435 


SB 272 
211 
1233 


33 THE FAIR PENITENT. 


— — 


— 


Acer i. SCENE I. 
4' GARDEN. 


Enter ALTAMONT. 
* Ah. 


Cal. eek not to ſooth me with thy falſe endearments, 


To charm me with thy ſoſtneſs : dis in vary : 


ITH what unequal tempers are we form'd ? 
One day the foul ſupine with caſe and 


PENITENT, 


THE FAIR 


. 


mine; 


de 


ſhe 


Tn thouand times, 


dl 


and wedded to another 


from my arms, to BE - 
Ev'n to the CO Da Ges 


behold, ſhe has gi 


And yet, 
Fled 


| But wherefore nam'd | happineſs with thee? 


w 
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Loth. How have I fail'd in juſtice, or in love? 
Burns not my flame as brightly as at firſt ? 
Ex'n now my heart beats high, I languiit for ther, 
My tranſports are as fierce, a> ſtrong my withes, 
As if thou had never bieſt me with thy beauty. 
Cal. How! didſt thou dare to think that | would live 
A ſlave to baſe defires, and brutal plcafares ? 
To be a wretc hed wanton for thy leiſures, 
To toy, and w-ſte an hour of idle time with? 
Wy ns Non By AH. Ins 
Lach. | be driving ſtorm of paſſion will have way, 
And | muff yield before it; wert thou calm, 
- pany + bt rs whom thou haſt doom d, 
- a thouſand 
0 


Not Altana, but thou hadſt been my lord. 


It is for thee, for thee, that I am curſt; uy 
d, 
it haunts me 
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* This for Sciolto, and the laſt for Altamont,” 


turn, in love 


Thoſe joys = 


uer d in 
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'd beyond the reach of fate ; 
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ber. 


it ſram 


wrejt 


— ber, cas 


thy frantic rage? 


gk 888 


11115 
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2 
Sciolto within, 


11 


Th 


] What bo! my fon |: 


* Ale. Is it Sciokto calls; come near and find ue 


The wretched" 


thunder, or my father? 


of all my kind on earth.” 
1 coufuſion ! let the ſtorm come on, 


— 
of 


Cal. Is it the voice 
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Enter Sciolto. 
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* I think then canſt not bear wo be outdone: 

* Then hafte to die, and be oblig'd no more.” 

Sci. Thy pious care has given me time to think, 
And fav'd me from a crime; then reſt, my ſword ; 
To honour have I kept thee ever facred, 

Nor will I ſtain thee with a raſh revenge: 
ms OS A 
Hope not to away thy crimes unpuniſh' 
I will fee juſtice executed on thee, 
Ev'n to a Reman ſtrictneſs; and thou, nature, 
Or whatſoe er thou art that plead'ſt within me, 
Be ſtill; thy tender ſtrugglings are in vain. 
Cal. Then am 1 EY live and * 
triumph? 
To groan bene:th your ſcorn and fierce 
or 
* At morn, at noon, at night told over to me, 
* Leſt my remembrance might grow pitiful, 
And grant a moment's interval of peace; 
Is this, is this the mercy of a father ? 
I only beg to die, and he denies me. 
Sci. Hence from my light, thy father cannot bear thee ; 
Fw wth Ov bing fs ſome dark cell, 
Where on the confines of eternal night, 
Mourning, misfortane, cares, and anguiſh dwell; 
4 ſhame hides ber opprobrious head, 
I | 
e 
And wiſh thy name may be no more remember d. 
Cal. Ves, I will fly to ſome ſuch diſmal place, 
And be more curſt than you cas wiſh I were; | 
This fatai form, ghee th - 
Faſting. and tears, and 
or nor food, dn ＋ f 1 4 
Nor aught that may continue hated fe 
you ſee me meagre, 232 
e 3222 
Perhaps you may rr. and fghing 2. 
14 e 
At length her tears have waſh'd her ſtains away; 
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'tis time ber puniſhment ſhould ceaſe ; 
poor ſuff ring wretch, and be at peace. 


[Exit Caliſta, 
Sei. Who of my ſervants wait there? 
Emer a Servant. 


haſt ty d my hand. wo'not kill her; 


thr Fran 


i. Aſt me not what, nor how I have reſolv'd, 
For all within is anarchy and uproar. 
amont ! what a vaſt ſcheme of joy 
Has this one day deſtroy'd ! Well did I 
This daught-r wou'd have bleſt my latter days, 
Loy e 

» great, „ none were hke you, 


neee TY 
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Sorrow and ſhame muſt bring me to my grave 
Oh damn her! damn her! "_ 
3 2 | _—_—_ 

. yourſelf, my 2 
who but now eſcap'd the 
Has gather'd in the fireet a band of rioters, 
Who threaten you and all your friends with ruin, 
Unleſs Lotharis be return'd in ſafety. 

Sci. By Heav®n, their fury riſes to my with, 
But thou, Lo:bario, and thy race thall pay me 
For all the forrows which my age is curit with. 
I think my name as great, my friends as potent, 
As any in the ſtate; all ſhall be ſummon d; 

I know that all will join their hands to ours, 
And vindicate thy ven Raiſe the 8 
And bear it in; his friends ſhall bay him Ys 
I will have blood for ranſom: When our force 
Is full, and arm'd, we ſhall espect thy ſword 
To jein with us, and ſacrifice to juſtice. 

2 [ Ex. Sciolto azd mer. 
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Exeunt Servants. 


barb'rous hand 
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And I hall be at eaſe and happy. 
| Me. Artthou Levinia? Oh! what 
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And thou ſhalt o'er my faithful boſom, 
"= wound me, kill me, ere thou paſs. 
r me of wy pine 
0 {hve co to rid me 
Caliſſa, thou e 
To make all ſure, my friend repeats the blow: 
But in the grave our cares ſhall be 
There love and ceaſe. [Fa. 
* [Lavinia runs to him, — to raiſe him. 
© Law. Speak to me, ltamont. 
He faints! he dies „ ooo 
* My brother! But our cares ſhall end 
+ Here will I ay me down by thy dear fide, 
* Bemoan thy too hard fate, then ſhare it with thee, 


- Sm ths crut] lord 
[Horatio ras 10 55 Nract „ . 


Har. ie to cud to tres! Look up, my Altamont / 
My ftubborn, — deart hes K298 kim. 

Look up and bleſs me, tell me that thou liv'lt. 
Oh: I have urg d thy gentleneſs too far; ¶ He revives. 
Do thou and my Lavizis both forgive me; 


1 A flood of tenderneſs comes o er my ſoul; > 
I cannot 


Ale. I 
That ere this her 
But 1 2 


Methinks I fin would ee — 


Make up this moſt breach, and then, 

With thine and heav'n's on my foul, 

Shrink to my grave, and be at eaſe for ever. 

Her. 322 23828. 
this moment 


;s von@'rous goodneſs ſhould be loft 
And the world never know it? Oh my Aan, 
* Give me thy ſorrows, let me bear em for thee, 
© And ſhelter thee from ruin.” 

Lav. Oh my brother, 
Think not but we will ſhare in all thy woes 


We'll 


« Life | 
* This muſic is thy paſſing bed. 
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We'll fit all day, and tell fad tales of love: 

And when F 

ow EO, I : Cala, falſe and fair, 

We'll fix our grief, and our complain ing there 

We'll curſe the aympd thet dew the ants en, 

And mourn the youth that was like thee undone. 
[Exennt. 


t 
A room hung with Black; en one fide Lothario's on @ 
bier; on the other @ table, . 4 [cull "or girk 
banes, a book and a lamp on it. | 


Caliſta is diſcovered on @ couch in black; ber hair hang- | 
ing looſe and difordered - after ſolemn muſic, * and a 
«:S O N G. 
* | 
C E AR, you midnight J * phantoms, bear, | 
A re 
Aud fill the wretch who mae with fear; 
* Yeu, who wander ſcream and groan 
© Round the manſions once your own ; 
Tou, who ftill your crimes upbraid, 
* You, who refs not with the dead; 
From the ceverts where you ray, 
* Where you lurk and ſhun the day, 
« From the charnel and the tomb, 
« Huber haſie ye, hither come. 


| 8 
* Chide Caliſta fer delay, # : 


Tell her "tis for her you flay; 
* Bid her die, and come away. 
* See the exten with his ſpade, 
* See the grave already made; 
fair one to thy kal, 


Ca, 


ihe 


| Fye! this is 
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Cal. Tis well; theſe folemn ſounds, this pomp of 


horror, 

Are fit to feed the ſrenzy in my foul ; 

Here's room for meditation ev'n to madneſs, 

Till the mind burſt with thinking. This dull flame 
in the ſocket. Sure the book was left 

To tell me ſomething ;— for inftruftion then 

He teaches holy ſorrow and contritien, 

And penitence.—— Is it become an art then? 

A trick that lazy, dull, luxurious gownmen 


Can teach us to do over? PlIl no more ont: 


I have more real anguiſh in my heart, 

Than all their pedant diſcipline e er knew. 

What charnel has been rifled for theſe bones ? 
geantry; — they look uncouthly. 

But what of that? if he or ſhe that own'd em 

Safe from diſquĩet fit, and ſmile to fee 

The farce their miſerable relicts play. 

But _ a ſight is terrible indeed! 

Is this that hau \ ant, gay Losbario, 

That dear — — La — pale he locks ! 
How grim with clotted blood, and thoſe dead eyes! 
Aſce nd, ye ghoſts, fantaſtic forms of night. 

In all your diff” rent dreadful ſhapes aſcend, 


And match the preſent horror, if you can. 


Enter Se ĩolto. | 
Sci. This dead of * this ſilent hour of darkneſs, 
Nature for reſt ordain'd, and foft repoſe; 
And yet diſtraction, and tumultuous jars, 
all our frighted citizens awake : , 


»The ſenate weak, divided, and irreſfolute, 


* Want pour to ſuceour the afllifted tate. 
* Vainly in words and long debates they're wiſe, 
While the fierce factions ſcorn their peaceful orders, 
* And drown the voice of law in noiſe and anarchy,” 
Amid the general wreck, fee where ſhe ſtands, 

[ Pointing 10 Caliſta. 
Like Helen in the night when Troy was ſack d, 


Spectatreſs of the miſchief which ſhe made. 


C 3 Cal. 
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| Therefore wy Hol abbors the 
And longs to find ſome better place of reſt. 
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Cal. It is Sciako ! be thyſelf, my foul ; 
Be ſtrong to bear h's fatal i 
Ly Er pra het 


Was thinly pl 


- Fild up with light belief, and eaſy fondneſs ;* 


It was, becauſe I lov'd, and was a woman. 
Sci. Hadſt .thou been honeſt, thou hadſt been a 


But of that joy, 2s of a gem long loſt, 

gone, we no more. 
Haſt thou e er dard to meditate on death? 
Cal. I have, as on the end of ſhame and forrow. | 
Sci. Ha! anſwer me! fay, haſt thou cooly thought? 


ria not the Stoic's lefſons got by rote, 


The of words, and pedant diſſertatious, 
That can futan thee in that hour of terror; 
Books have 


_ thy account may ſtand, 
Cal. Fre turn'd my 
Where foul offence and 


and w 


. 


Sci. 


8 
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Sci. Tis juſtly thought, and worthy of that ſpirit 
That dwelt in antient Latias breaſts, when Rome 
Was miſtreſs of the world. I wou'd go on, | | 
And tell. thee all my ; but it flicks | 
—_— my heart — if = 
Ca . Then 1 „ I it a pain, 
And write — with your poniard here. 
Sci. Oh! truly gueſs d - ſeeſt thou this trembling 
hand —— Holding up @ dagger. 


| the flack ning 
ſine ws, | 
Forgot their office, and confeſt the father! 
At length the ſtubborn virtue has prevail'd, 
It muſt, it muſt be fo ——P— Ob! take it then, 


| [ Giving the dagger. 

Cal, I underſtand you. 
It is but thus, and are ſatisfy'd. 

[ She offers to kill herſelf : Sciolto catches bold of her arm. 

Sci. A moment, give me yet a moment's —— | 
The ſtern, the rigid judge has been obey d; 1 
Now nature and the father, claim their turns. 
I've held the balance with an iron hand, 

And put off ev'ry tender human thought, 
To dcom my child to death ; but ſpare my eyes 


The moſt unnatural fight, left their ſtrings crack, 


My old brain ſplit, and I grow mad with horror. 
Cal. Ha! is it poſſible ; and is there yet 


Some little dear remain of love and tend. ne ſa 


For poor, undone Caliſta in your heart ? | 
Sci. O! when I think what pleaſure I took in thee, | 

What joys thou gav'it me in thy praitling infancy, | 

Thy ſprightly wit, and early bloow:tag beauty; | 

How have I ſteod, and fed my eyes upon thee ; 

Then lifted up my hands, and wond ring dleſt thee ; 

By my ſtrong grief, my heart ev'n melts within me; 

I could curſe nature, and that tyrant, honour, 

For making me thy father and thy judge; 

Thou art my daughter (till, 


C 5 Cal. 


Cal. That I muſt die, it is my only comfort; 


Death is the privilege of human nature, 
And life without it were not worth our taking : 
* Thather the poor, the pris'ner, and the mourner, 
« Fl 5 
Come 
Thou 
Charm 
More 
And 


Thy crimes and fatal folly ſpread around, 


That loudly cry for vengeance on thy head; 

Yet heav'n, who knows our weak imperfe& natures, 
How blind with paſſions, and how prone to evil, 
Makes not too ſtrict enquiry for offences, 


But is aton'd by penitence and pray'r: * 
Cheap — here twould not be receiv'd, | 
Nothing but can make the expiation, 


An. c'canſe the ſoul from inbred, deep pollution. 
And fee, another injured wretch 15 come, 
To call for juſtice from my tardy hand, 


/ 


- THE FAIR PENITENT. ;; 
Enter Altamont. 


Ale. Hail to you, horrors ! hail, thou houſe of death ! 
And thou the lovely miſtreſs of theſe ſhades, 
Whoſe beauty gilds thee morethan midnight darkneſs, 
And makes it grateful as the dawn of day. 
O! take me in a fellow-mourner with thee, 


Pll number for groan, and tear for tear ; 

And when t oy, | 

Mine ſhall the ſtream, and weep for both. 
Cal. Tknow thee well, thou art the injur'd Alanus; 

Thou comꝰ ſt to urge me with the wron — 

But know, 1 upon the brink 


o ge hee 


ht it hard, becauſe it came from thee ;* 
Oh! then me not to mourn my loſs, 
To wiſh ſome better fate had rul'd our loves, 
And that Cai;fa had been mine and true. 

= - * r 
Ha fierce, to ve — 
Bends to thy gentler virtue: Yes, Foun, 

Such is thy truth, thy tenderneſs, and love, 

Such are the graces that adorn thy youth, 

That were | not abandon'd to deſtruction. 

With thee I might have liv'd for ages bleſt, 

And dy'd in peace within thy faithful arms. 

A. Then happineſs is ſtill within our reach: 
Here let remembrance loſe our paſt misfortunes, 
Tear all records that hold the fatal ftory ; 

Here let our joys begin, from hence go on 
In long ſucceſſive order. 
Cal. What? in death ? 
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Alt. Then art thou fix'd to die ?—But be it fo, 
We'll go t ; my advent”rous love 
Shall follow thee to theſe uncertain beings ; 
Whether our lifeleſs ſhades are doom'd to wander 
© In gloomy groves, with diſcontented ghoſts ; 
Or whether thro” the upper air we fleet, | 
And tread the fields of light; fill PII purſue thee,” 
Till fate ordains that we ſhall part no more. 

Cal. Oh no! Heav'n has ſome better lot in ſtore 
To crown thee with; live, and be happy long ; 
Live for ſome maid that ſhall deſerve thy 
Some kind unpractis'd heart, that never yet 
Has liiten'd to the falſe ones of thy ſex, 
Nor known the arts of ours; ſhe ſhall reward thee, 
Meet thee with virtues equal to thy own, 
Charm thee with ſweetneſs, beauty, and with truth ; 
Be bleſt in thee alone, and thou in her. 

Exter Horatio. 

Her. Now mourn indeed, ye miſerable pair, 
For now the meaſure of your woes is full. 

Alt. What doſt thou mean, Horatio? 

Her. wg Nr yore 1 | 
The great, the good Scialto is moment. 

Cal. My father ! | 

Alt. That's a deadly ſtroke indeed. 

Har. Not long ago, he privately went forth 
Attended but by few, and thoſe unbidden : 
J hear'd which way he took, and ſtraight purſu'd him, 
But found him compaſs d by Lasbario's fad ion, 
Almoſt alone amidſt a crowd of ſoes; 3 
Too late we brought him aid, and drove them back; 
Ere that his frantick valcur had provok d 
The Death he ſeemed to wiſh for from their ſwords. 
Cal. And doſt thou bear me yet, thou patient earth? 
Dott thou not labour with thy murd'rous weight? 


And you, ye glitt' ring heavenly hoſt of ſtars, 


Hide your fair heads in clouds, or I ſhall blaſt you. 
For I am all contagion, death, and ruin, 

And nature fickens at me; reit, thou world, 

This parricide ſhall be thy plague no more; 
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Cold! dead and cold! and yet thou art not 
chang'd, ” 
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But lovely ftill ! Hadſt thou a thouſand faults, 
— 92 ern what virtue fo fovere, 


piety 
Let grief, diſgrace, and want be far away 


Let honour, 


And peace in all his ways—— [ He dies. 
o thee, Horatio, I refign the gift, 


T 

While I 
And my 
Aigt 


injur d bridegroom from his 1. bride : 


thy mercies on his head ; 


greatneſs, goodneſs till be with. him, 


my father and my love, 
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EPILOGUE. 


Bll may the cucheld-making tribe fud grace, © 
nd fil an cbſent buſand's empry places 
er bring ef 
You mew muſt forf begin the reformation. 
| But ov'ry married man ſhall toaft bis wifes, 
a Phillis Gall not be to the country fent, | 
Fer carnivals in town-# jeep @ tediens Lent; 
Lampcons Gall craſe, and envious ſeandal die, 

dad all fall live in peace, like my good man and 1. 
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